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Summary: Trying to introduce Raj to a girl backfires for Amy when she finds she much more in common with the macabre dermatologist Emily Sweeney then Raj. The two agree to meet in cafe, not quite sure what the situation is. Amy now finds herself in alot of danger from losing her friends to the disturbing tastes of Dr. Sweeney.





	1. The Other Friendship Turbulence

I'm look out the window scanning for red hair. I wish I wasn't so punctual. Good habits I picked up from Sheldon I guess. I wish I could be as cool as him. Don't get me wrong, he's brash, childish and socially impaired but the most important thing is that he doesn't care. I admire it. I thought I could pull it off for a long time.

I can hear that old bitch in my head like some irritating song. I'm going to screw this up like I've screwed everything else up. My left hand alternates between the tea cup's warmth and that sixteen year old scar. I wish I could rub it smooth. Nails can do a surprising amount of damage apparently. Especially to the tender part under the arm.

I try to think of Rajesh. Did I screw him over? Its in my nature to harm apparently. I'm horrible like that after all. Unlovable but bearable with a little work on my part. And oh do I try everyday. It pisses me off a little about Sheldon. He has had friends for a decade but rarely tries to improve himself. It kind of a love/hate affair that ego of his.

Three years with that man and all I have is a relationship status, an unintentionally erotic spanking and that kiss. Where did that even come from? Was he just trying to placate me? Or did he feel actually something? It suddenly didn't matter what I felt. I couldn't stop thinking what was he feeling. If anything at all, perhaps I am just so self involved and insecure that I am simply trying to validate myself. As if I could make somebody feel that way. And perhaps that is very unfair on him.

"Are you Amy?". She's wasn't tall but she was imposing. The creamy red hair was all I could look at first until I could see her hair.

"Emily?" I squeak it out trying to maintain eye contact but still getting my head around the contrast. The discussion was fairly fluid from then on. We discuss our time on Harvard as I struggle to go easy on the self pity as I tries to expose as much of her as I can possibly decode. We start to talk about Chaucer and she invites me to a live reading.

Things get interesting as we discuss our careers. She being a dermatologist, I tell of her of my DIY cosmetic surgery to cut the webs off my toes. We discuss this for a good twenty minutes as I thoroughly go through each and ever step from research to using the bathtub as an operating theatre.

Her eyes dart towards to my exposed right arm. "Do you mind?" her voice doesn't even shake. Carrying up her chair next to mine she feels up my scar. It feels like a jolt of electricity through my body her soft hands on my soft flesh. My heart rate spikes as my body temperature fluctuates. I haven't felt like this since the chair. "You must have gotten in a nasty cat fight". My mouth open as I just nod looking simple.

Not breaking eye contact we started to connect. I think my eyes says yes but my arm won't stop shaking. She whispers bluntly "are you gay?".

I'm blunt too and I don't whisper it either. If anything I'm spitting it out. "I don't know. I have a boyfriend and I think I lo...". Should I even finish the sentence? "Can I ask why aren't you looking for women on the dating site?" I try to turn it around on her.

Sensing I'm uncomfortable, she moves her chair away and shrugs "I'm a very open person. I like to explore. No stone unturned I guess". She chuckles quietly. I try to smile sympathetically.

I start to feel terrible. Disgusting. I am disgusting. She's right. Mother is always right. So I break the conversation and try to undo my first wrong. I talk up Rajesh, he's kinda different after all. A man so needy can always change into something that society loathes and fears for women anyway. Then this weird anomaly occurs. Raj enters the shop. And as expected makes a complete and total ass out of himself. Repeating what I imagine bollywood has thought him about romance his whole life.

Emily is understandably uncomfortable with this. It's not that it's threatening really. I guess we all process other's embarrassing situations in a few different ways. Some other bitch would have laughed. I knew alot of them in my time. Emily outward rejected the Raj and his cringe inducing behaviour.

She gives me a rain check on the Chaucer reading and gets the hell out of the cafe as fast as possible. No number, no means of contact once she blocks Rajesh on the dating site. Rajesh squeals without any sense of self observation. Giving Emily a head start of a few minutes I just feel sorry for myself as per usual. Nobody will love me after. Nobody can love me.

Blocking out Rajesh, I walk for it. Walking away from the cafe he screams my name turning every head but my own. So her runs for me, blocking me on the way to the car. His hand inside my car door. He starts to shout. A metaphorically threatening finger is aimed at my chest. "Amy. Don't think I don't understand what you where trying there". That's enough to get my attention.

And for a second I have nothing to say but "leave me alone". Sounding so pathetic and weak. I can hear her chastising me for it.

He continues "What will Sheldon think if he found out you where dating around? Let alone with other women?". I breath heavily and close my eyes. Trying to shut out this entire reckless situation. Rage fills like steam. Enough to make me grit my teeth. This brat doesn't know anything about rejection. He hasn't even remotely done his best. His parents would probably gladly arrange a partner. Hell they'd probably do a better job choosing a partner.

His other arm still blocking me from the door I shut it immediately. As he's about to scream I mute him. "Now you listen. Rajesh I have tried so hard to help you. But you're pushing all the wrong buttons. As much as Sheldon likes to think he owns me, he doesn't. I don't mind giving him the impression. But I'm not going to live it".

I close the door a little harder out of spite. "If you really understand what it's like to have unmet needs. You will say nothing. Maybe you where better off that way". As if words had weight it simultaneously felt like a relief and a disaster. If I could turn back the clock on this moment I would. But at the same time I'd regret it. But this was assault.

He gets out the way he whines. Getting in to start the engine and try to read his face. He petrified with non of the pumped up machismo left. He starts to tear up and just I feel wrong.

Turning the ignition, I move off. As the hag talks to me again "Amy you are an abomination. I'm scared of you. What will you do next?".

The next question is what will Raj do next? What will Sheldon do if he finds out? What will I do? That Chaucer reading is tempting after all.


	2. It All Started With a Hook

What happened to me? I remember Sheldon asking the same thing in a taxi after I kissed his neighbour. What happened to me that I'm more concerned about Raj ratting me out then the state of his fingers? Or that I am willing to cheat on my intellectually challenging albeit arrogant, petty, insulting, emotionally distant, childish and callous boyfriend?

I mean the truth is that I'm a fraud. I'm not the pragmatic asexual Sheldon thought he was getting. I'm not the meek passive friend Raj thought he was getting. There is no good reason for this apart from wanting it so badly.

This has been bubbling inside me and is probably the reason I can never go back to Norway. Only to be fully released the second Penny let me into her social life. I still can't live down that sleepover I tried to feel up Penny. Though we're best friends, she still gives funny looks. I've come to the conclusion they are not of the appropriate kind and I ought to search elsewhere.

So I am a dishonest, perverted and (recently) violent social retard. And tonight I also to be uninvited at this Chaucer reading. I don't care for the pronunciations but I am enjoying the scenery. She seated with a guy maybe there is some hope for me yet. Maybe, I'll go home and skype Sheldon while he's in Texas. I start some shots. Throughout the reading emaciated men with handle bar moustaches, a sweaty smell and childish t-shirts hit on me. I already have a man with those stupid t-shirts. I only seek what I don't have.

Emily knows I'm watching as she glances back at me. This suddenly feels hollow and meaningless as I prepare to work through the crowd. The fiery red head approaches her date beside her. "Are you serious?" she shouts above the chatter. Her face difficult to gage, there is more anxiety then anger. Or maybe it's the other way around. I'm not good at this when drunk.

"If you're serious. Hit me, and it has to hurt". Her arms crossed she presents her cheeks. I must look as confused as her date. I try to visualize the bullies in my life my mother, the Olso six or the actual school bullies. But I can only visualize him and that smug condescending look of his. I'm hesitant and she's not impressed. She starts to walk away. I've lost her but I haven't lost this rage. I love that man and he yet feels nothing. I am the one person outside mother who could possibly love him.

Now anatomically, clinching the fist is very foolish. There are few dozen bones in the hand. Small and delicate, as well as in the wrist. And you're hitting off something as robust as the human jaw and skull. I shout her name but pull Sheldon's arm in and wrapping it around my back. Now defenceless his left arm in no position to attack me. My palm at twenty miles an hour climbs up his jaw to his nose.

Snapping back to reality a crowd screams and her boyfriend runs off. Her eyes really stick out as she is genuine shock. She's breathing heavily. It could be shock. I must look genuine disturbed to our audience between the cardigan, cotton dress and stockings as well as brutally beating a women. I watch her the whole time she snaps back to reality. "Call the police" somebody is yelling. Emily then give me her hand "we got to go" her voice muffled as she tries hold the noise in.

I hold her up as she gets her balance together. With about three legs in motion we make it to my car. She moans in pain as my interiors get bloodstains that will make my Volvo instantly harder to resell.

Driving to the hospital we don't talk. She just moans in pain. Parking at the hospital, Emily pulls me in as my heart races. I kiss her, tasting the blood flowing down her face. Getting it all over mine like chocolate. While I'm well aware of blood's iron taste it might as well be chocolate to me.

In the waiting room she tries to keep her head up. "Where did you even learn that?". The patient does all the talking as I feel too guilty to look at her.

"You know. Self defence classes...", I dread what happens when she gets her doctor. Being this hospital's dermatologist that won't be long and it wasn't. In a private room she is treated as I wait it out outside trying to work out why Emily would want me to hurt her.

A chubby red hed doctor approaches me as I wait. Her voice sweet if a little bitter. "Now Emily is saying nothing. But would you know if somebody might have assaulted her? Like an angry boyfriend?". My mouth wide open I don't know why it had to be so hard to lie. My phone rings and I answer. Rude I know but maybe she will leave me alone if I'm a bitch. "Sheldon?" I answer. It works as her face instantly gets much less sympathetic and a little shocked too.

I still can't believe that I imagined beating the living crap out of him. And ended up doing it to a girl much more sexually confused then I am. And now I'm trying to comfort him though. Walking into you're mother having sex is indeed traumatising. Especially if you're him. The whole charade a success as she returns to Emily.

Sheldon and I go through I hoops until he tires out. I watch the door for about a minute and the two come out. "I am just worried about you're safety" they're clearly friends if not just work colleagues. Regrettably I feel as jealous as I did in the cafe. The doctor gets frustrated very quickly "I just don't understand why you can't tell me".

"Because I hit her". Did I just say that? This is very much I am living my life now. Did I imply I had penis envy to Penny? Or did I propose we wash each other? Did I walk into her changing? The list goes on. If I was easily embarrassed I would never leave the apartment. Sheldon always thought it was it was chastity and scientific curiosity that bonded us. I think it's that we just don't care what others think about us. We judge ourselves on our own lonely scale.

The doctor is a little shocked. She looks back at Emily who threatens her "If you talk about this I will inject you with both aids and hepatitis".

Shocked the doctor looks back at me "was that Sheldon Cooper you where talking to?". I notice how scared she was of Emily. Like she would actually do such a thing.

"Yes", I try to translate her facial cues feeling a little myopic.

Her lips sealed she nods heavily. Do they have a history. Perhaps Sheldon broke her nose upon request. Perhaps the universe is doughnut shaped. perhaps I shouldn't be driving home tonight. She chuckles "You sure keep interesting company. Send him and his little friend my regards". As she storms off.

"What's her problem?" I mutter sick of these people and they're cryptic teases. Leaving me with just enough information to keep me up all night wondering what she has to do with Sheldon.

"She's kind of nutty and needy" Emily managed to snort through all that apparatus. Reminds me of somebody. Who am I kidding. They're all like that and I'm the worst. Raj wouldn't do any of this.

Dropping her off I walk her into her bedroom where she falls asleep quite quickly. I try to fight the rare opportunity to find out who a person is beyond the act. After half an hour I couldn't find anything. Maybe she's some psychopath, or maybe there isn't much to worry about. You know apart from erotically beating/kissing a girl, Sheldon coming home and Sheldon then talking to Raj.


	3. The Walking Inebriated

Sorry I have to whisper but it's like five in the morning and I don't want to wake any of Rajesh's neighbours. Because that would be rude. Now Sheldon's coming back tomorrow or today or whatever. I'm curious why Raj hasn't told my big old mantis already.

"Amy. What do you want?". He snaps, not a morning person I guess. But I love the guilty thrill of watching the sun rise long into a deep night. "Why haven't you told mantis. Sorry. Sheldon of my betrayal yet?". I also try to communicate with my hands. I find that really helps.

"You're drunk.".His arms all crossed. Which is weird, but ok I understand. I am the vicious bitch who committed two assaults and one DUI in under forty eight hours.

Tripping on my ass I can see a hard back twilight novel. I can't stop laughing. "We're not much different Raj. Fags and Dykes we all burn in hell someday". I feel salty in the eyes again. "Fags and Dykes we all burn in hell anyway". I try to make a little song out of it through the pain.

The way he looks at me, I must be the most pathetic creature. "I'm straight and you're a mess". I think he is sighing at me, the bastard. Why am I so horrible? Why is mother so right about me?

I start to sob and wail. I'm such an embarrassment mom. "I'm so sorry Raj. I stole you're date".

I think he's ignoring me. As if I have nothing to intelligible to say. "Why do you have blood on your mouth".

"Oh that don't worry it's not mine". I then whimper and wail "Fags and Dykes we all burn together. Yikes we say when we turn like a big rotisserie chicken". I'm back at Penny's where light forces its way through her windows like laser beams. Sheldon pounding her against her door three times with usual dull rhythm. I try to pull him back forcefully but he can't stop as she bellows in pain.

Softly this time, I embrace his right shoulder blade and our lips lock, he then nibbles my neck. Though I can't feel it, I know there is pain as Penny face freezes watching him take a bit out of me. I get what I need from him as she walk towards me. My tongue fights hers for domination. Sheldon wraps his arms around both of us. I start to take a bit out of his neck scaring him with my incisors. Eye for an eye; tooth for a tooth.

Emily sits on the couch missing her nose. Just this black and bloody gap. Her hands around her curled up jaw. She's fascinated with our imaginary triangle. Penny doesn't look impressed. She's downright pissed. But Sheldon is worse. He's tragic, like his innocence had been shattered. My fingertips on his cheek. He fights it, unable to stop watching Emily. Tears in my eyes I try to pull him back. I mouth the words but I don't know if I will ever say them.

My eyes opening, I feel this hangover like a concrete block on my head. No sign of Raj but there a warm coffee. He mustn't have been gone long. It was nice of him to let me sleep, he can be very sweet when his romantic life is not on the line. I finish the cup trying to connect the dots. Also trying to play out the dream differently to sooth myself. No Emily, that's better. No Penny, that's good. Just a loving heterosexual relationship based on time proven values.

If only it was that simple. There is no denying what I am. Gay? Apparently like Raj, surprisingly not. Horny? Definitely. Bisexual? Who am I kidding. Though I'd never tell Sheldon. Penny knows, but it would just get too weird if any of us admitted it to eachother.

Trying to find Raj, he's no where to be found. Maybe he going to tell Sheldon face to face. I mustn't be that convincing last night. There is a key on the door. It must be a clue to leave and lock up which I do.

Going out the spring sun still stabs my eyes as I try to narrow my field of view to examine my car. There is a bump and there are bloodstains everywhere. I have another one of those did or didn't I moments. Did I do a hit and run? Did I assault Emily and drive her to the hospital? We'll probably never know until the cops come for me.

Violently I try and open the glove department for my prescription sunglasses. Mamma doesn't need UV rays this morning. My next destination is Emily as I have to confirm my worst fears. As they stair back at me as she is arched against the doorway. "Are you hear to break my legs now?". She teases still on pain killers.

Of course I don't pick this up at first. "I'm sorry. Last night was a horrible mistake. You can send me you're medical bills. I will take full responsibility. But we'll just leave at this". I can pick up the next change in her mood.

"Don't you have a boyfriend that you 'lov'...", she mocks me. Unfortunately I was sober that night.

My head against her doorway. "Yeah. He's going to find out. Not from me either. Oh god".

"The brown dude". Emily pops as I nod weakly. I'm almost catatonic my head on the doorpost. Look what threw away for a little sexual thrill. Sheldon was willing to give me the same thing that night. Maybe he didn't feel anything but he knew I did. What I felt was trivial, why he did against every instinct not to was remarkable. Twelve years of neuroscience and I still forget that our brains don't work sequentially. That every day I'm just putting together a colossal puzzle. And now I've cut the edges.

"Raj is a foursquare user I see". Emily purrs as I barley notice until she's come closer. "Nothing changes from here on. We must meet again if you want any stability in you're little l-o-v life". She's just picking on me now. But she's forceful. I nod not knowing what am I agreeing to. Walking away I'm sure she says something important. But I got the gist of her threat.

Next stop. 14B for Saturday afternoon tea. Back from his flight he opens the door and walks back looking shocked. "Sheldon. I know it's horrible. And I will try to explain". I've always been told I have a flat and deep voice. But right now I don't know.

"How did you become a zombie?". He might sound more shrill then me.

"What are you talking about?". Suddenly I have antagonistic one.

His room-mate gives a confused look back and makes circles around his mouth. "Amy I think you got a goatee of blood". The relief, I need to make the most out of this time.

"Brains..." I moan but manage to get half a small out. Sheldon take another foot back. "I think she might have a lot more then that. Did you finally weaponise and catch that mad cow disease?". He edges towards to the apartment's medieval sword prop thing.

"Just a nose bleed". I correct the man child but now I can't get this undeserved smirk off my face. Maybe everything's going to be ok. Emily has probably killed Raj by now. Looking at the bathroom mirror I wonder who they all see. Because I have no idea what I'm suppose to be looking at.


End file.
